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Dinner with Daddy

'Unfitted II" by Derek Mong '04

The TV blared, presenting its electronic happiness.
Little sister wailed in mom's arms as he stomped in,
plate in hand, dinner is ready. I was four, so little sister
was not yet one. I shook my braids, pressed
my lips into a thin straight line. Every meal
he thought of I said I wouldn't eat. I ignored
his irate stare, avoiding the food I didn't want.
He picked up my yellow plastic tray table.
I colored and ate at it; it had thin, wide, plastic
legs. I was sitting Indian style, toes out,
when he slammed the tray on the floor over me.
I jumped, shouted, eyes wide, terrified; I wailed,
but didn't cry. He ran to the kitchen, threw the plate
of food into the sink, then stood shaking, sobbing silently
with no tears. Mom took me to their room, rocked me,
closing her eyes, taking deep breaths. She prayed
the wailing would stop, she prayed we could just sleep.
I thought daddy was just watching TV.
/ thought I cut your toe off, he says now, eyes full
of unembarrassed, shameful tears. / was so scared.
In a restaurant we sit, talking about children.
Little sister is going to have a baby now.
I'm waiting for him to say something: searching
those watery brown eyes, purple-red face—
where is the lesson in this? He says nothing,
just wipes away little tears pooled in the bags
of his eyes, crosses his arms over his large round belly,
and rocks, trying not to look at the ice
in his snifter. I watch waiters and guests,
think of that yellow tray table, the force, my toe,
could he have? I shake my head, push the thought away.
I pick up my fork, take a bite, and slowly chew salad
as he rocks. Somewhere in the kitchen—
almost drowned out by clattering dishes,
clanking silverware, and slamming trays—
somewhere back there I hear a TV.

-Nikki Rennet '04
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